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hotels for their audiences because there was no way to get home. The
actors, actresses, stage hands and the patrons spent the night lying in
groups all over the house."
"We can imagine, my lord, how bad it is in the Capital, since here
in Okitsu, which is supposed to be much warmer, we have so much-"
"Huh, beyond Kiyonii Inlet the Miho pine groves look odd without
their deep green. Our garden is pretty. Look at the dwarfed pines, each
tier of branches forms a sort of silver-foiled staircase. And the midget
stone pagoda and the stone lanterns are coated with the glittering
silver,"
"Yes, my lord"
"Huh, Aya, did you provide the guard with plenty of charcoal? I
imagine his house beside the gate is very cold. Tell the cook to furnish
him with some hot dishes for his supper, and rice wine* Huh, the
branches of the pine trees on the hillside arc breaking under the weight
of piling snow. Listen to that!
"Aya, look there, those husky little fellows, the fishermen's children!
They have started snow-balling, bare-foot and hatless. Huh, a stray
snow-ball struck the window, my, my. Aya, leave them alone!
"Oh, more snow, huh? Such large pieces-the wind, too, is increas-
ing/*
"It's time for your afternoon nap, my lord.1'
"Huh, you arc taking my temperature, as usual/*
"But, my lord, this is pan of your doctor's orders—*'
"I know, I know—"
Before he retired for his two-hour sleep he told the housekeeper:
"Aya, ! want to have Renoir's picture on the wall changed to that
other French painting that I showed you the other day/*
"But—this one was your favorite, my lord—"
"Yes, I still like Renoir's for it makes me think of warm and satiny
southern France, but its coloring is too strong for me, though ever
since I was a young man he's been my favorite French artist. Huh, I
am growing really old, maybe. I was eighty-six last October**"
Sometime before ten o'clock at night; Saionji was in his old study*
Leaning against the charcoal brazier, he looked through his stamp
album. There was no sound except the turning of the pages and die
soft and almost rhythmic whispering of the falling snow outside.
He yawned, and then: "Aya!"
"Yes, my lord!1*
"Is my coffee ready? Make it a bit stronger than usual."

